90                    LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

LXXVIII.

PARIS, September, 1843.
YOU are wrong to repent for what you
have done; I was wrong to wish you to be
different. Pray believe that I have not
changed. I regret having left you as I did,
but there are moments when one cannot be
cool. I should like to see you now in order
to regain one of our beautiful dreams of this
summer and say good-by to you for a long
time, leaving a soft and tender impression.
You will find this idea absurd. Yet it pur-
sues me, and I cannot forbear from telling it
to you. Refuse, you will do well, perhaps.
I think I will have enough control over my-
self not to be angry. What you decide will
be well. I can only promise you my best in-
tentions to be calm and resigned.

LXXIX.

AVIGNON, September zqth.
IT is a long time since I have received
news from you, and almost as long a timeaded myself that you would be the first
